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Blessed is he that considereth the poor: the Lord will deliver
him in the time of trouble.

Thou shall not wrest the judgment of the poor in his cause. He
that oppresseth the poor reproacheth his Maker; but he that
honoreth Him hath mercy on the poor.
He that hath pity on the poor lendeth unto the Lord; and that
which he hath given will He pay him again.
The righteous considereth the cause of the poor: but the wicked
regarded! not to know it.
If thou seest the oppression of the poor, and violent perverting
of judgment and justice in a province, marvel not at the matter:
for He that is higher than the highest regardeth.
When ye reap the harvest of your land, thou shalt not wholly
reap the corners of thy field, neither shalt thou gather the
gleanings of thy harvest.
And thou shalt not glean thy vineyard, neither shalt thou
gather every grape of thy vineyard; thou shalt leave them for
the poor and the stranger: I am the Lord thy God.
And when ye reap the harvest of your land, thou shalt not make
clean riddance of the corners of thy field when thou reapest. . . .
thou shalt leave them unto the poor. The Lord maketh poor
and maketh rich; He bringeth low and lifteth up.
God preserved me ... because I delivered the poor that cried,
and the fatherless, and him that had none to keep him ... 1
was a father to the poor, and the cause which I knew not I
searched out.
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If I have seen any perish for want of clothing, or any poor
without covering; if his loins have not blessed me, and if he
were not warmed with the fleece of my sheep;
If I have lifted up my hand against the fatherless, when I saw
my help in the gate:
Then let mine arm fall from my shoulder blade and mine arm be
broken from the bone . . . For the Lord shall stand at the right
hand of the poor, to save him from those that condemn his soul.
Pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father is this,
to visit the fatherless and the widows in their afifliction, and to
keep oneself unspotted from the world.

John 12:1-8
Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah
Guide me, O Thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren land;
I am weak, but Thou art mighty;
Hold me with Thy powerful hand;
Bread of heaven.
Feed me till I want no more.
Bread of heaven.
Feed me till I want no more.
Open Thou the crystal fountain
Whence the healing streams do flow;
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar
Lead me all my journey through;
Strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield.
Strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield.
When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;
Death of death! and hell’s destruction!
Land me safe on Canaan’s side;
Song of praises
I will ever give to Thee.
Songs of praises
I will ever give to Thee.

Zion

Wxhn of
2larrala«r^at^
%mtt

The Rev. Dr. Harold J. Ockenga
Minister, Park Street Church

Lead On, O King Eternal

Lancashire

Lead on, O King Eternal,
The day of march has come;
Henceforth in fields of conquest
Thy tents shall be our home;
Thro’ days of preparation
Thy grace has made us strong,
And now, O King Eternal,
We lift our battle song.
Lead on, O King Eternal,
Till sin’s fierce war shall cease.
And holiness shall whisper
The sweet Amen of peace;
For not with swords, loud clashing.
Nor roll of stirring drums.
With deeds of love and mercy.
Thy heav’nly kingdom comes.
Lead on, O King Eternal,
We follow, not with fears.
For gladness breaks like morning
Where’er Thy face appears:
Thy cross is lifted o’er us;
We journey in its light;
The crown awaits the conquest;
Lead on, O God of might.
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Mr. Frank Keedy, Organist
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